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Aria di Chiesa (Preghiera) - - - 


- Stradella (1645 - 1681: 


Pity me, O Lord, in my sadness! 
Let my prayer reach up to Thee 
And let not Thine anger «fall upon me. 


Condemn me not! 


Nor let Thine anger,cast me out forever! 


O Lord, have mercy 


L2 Surerbetta (Canzonetta) 


Doridda, I know why 

You are so proud and haughty, 
And why, when you are haughty, 
You make so many sigh, 

You, like to make men love you 
Amd fill ‘their hearts with »vain, 
You fall in love with one or two 
But soon fall out again! 


Phyllis has such charming graces - 


Phyllis has such charming graces, 
Beauty triumphs in her eye; 
If not for me her caresses, 
I must love her though I die, 
(Phyllis thas such icharming graces, 
Kor her smile I jpine and sigh. 


Recit and Air—‘Coipito qui m’avete”’ from Andrea 


Your secrn hath touched me here, 

Where jealously are jguarded' 

All the secrets of the soul inviolate. 

You shall know, now, fair maiden, 

What a poem lies in tthat jlittle word ‘‘love,’ 

By you thus derideid. 

{ igaz’d o’er the blue expanse of heav’n unclouded; 
O’er fields with violets enamiell’d; 

The world around, above me. 


In glimmering) glory was Shrouded; 

The spacious earth seem’d as one mighty gem 
Enclosed within her casket, the \jboundless heaven! 
Softly from earth, to mie as a greeting, 
There floated unon the wanton breezes a caress, 
Then in a ‘transport, I cried: 

Ah! I love thele, my country. 

Divine in all thy beauty, oh ijand,. mine own! 


By love tinspired I sought to vray; 


- Swiftly thre’ a schureh door then TI vass’d; 


A priest collected offerings for the Virgin, 
By all the faithful given, yet never heeded 
Nor heard its »iteous pleading 

Oif one poor aged ‘beggar, 

With hands held out in vain! 


Now Shines the Dew (Boddien) - - 


Words by iG. von Boddien 


Now shines the dew on the grasses at night, 
The moon, gliding o’er sheds her silver (ight, 
The nightingale sings in the giloaming, 
Wihile over the fields in their verdure fair, 
The (breath of svring perfumes all the air, 
Two hapyny lovers are roaming. 


Le Passant (Klingsor) - - 2 
Sweet cousin, I am going on a journey 

And I will jpass ‘by your house 

IT am going to ‘Rouen and then to Havre 

If the weather ‘be ipropitious. 


The rising sun throws its. light 

On the higihtwayv and into the valley. 
But you are still sleeping 

With your jJittle white can 

On your jwolden hair. (Silelep. 


Tonight when I return 
T rwill come to you 


upon me! 


- - - 


Legrenzi (1625 - 1690) 


You talk, and laugh and sing 

To make yourselif more dear. 

And tin your voice there is a ring 
That in your heart does not appear. 
And your eves are softly trying 

To make every man ‘believe 

That your livs ‘could not be lying 
And you never would deceive. 


—Translated by \E:. J. 


- Arr, by H. Lane Wilson. - Old English 


Lovely Plryllis, thou fair destroyer, 
Mase my troubled love-sick mind, 
Smile upon a hopeless lover, 
Cease to charm, or elise be kind. 
Phyliis has such charming graces, 
I must love her though I die. 


Chenier = - . Umberto Giordano 
And then a workman’s hut I enter’d. 

Where one in diesveration loudly curs’d his country 
He ecurs’d his rich employers; 

To God above in fury, 

And unto men he ‘hurl’d them, 

His children’s jbitter tears! 

Ah! yle pampered jpatricianis, 

How ido ye right ali ‘this wrong? 


Twas iniyour eyes alone, 

Oh, lovely maiden, that gentle nity seem’d to dwell 

Amd so I turn’d to you, as to an angel fair, and 
said: 

“Love from out those jbeauteous eyes is shining!” 

But when, as in scorn, you addressed me, 


‘Twas then that my heart by grief anew was 
sunaken! 
Beliieve me, beauteous maiden— 


The ‘word of a moet, oh, desyvise not! 
Oh! hearken:! Naught do you Know of love! 
Hear me. Wove is divine. 
Spare it your scorn! 
The flame that lights the universe, 
"Tis love! 
English translation by Chas. Fonteyn Manney 


Anton Rubinstein - 


TranSlation by Arthur ‘Westbrook 


How fair, how wondrously fair is spring! 

What a svell of delight its beauties fling! 

And as ‘they togethier are wendine, . 

With the first long kiss ’neath the starry gleam 
They firmly ‘trust in the fond, foolish dream 
That their love has mever an ending! 


Georges Hue 


The wind is ‘keen asi the ‘wind of winter 
vou must not be awakened so early 

To clink iglasses with me, 

And drink a bit of finle Bordeaux. 


I co to see tht city of twenty churches 
Whose’ slender bell turrets 

Pierce the sky with their airy forms 
Among thie ‘towers and roofs 

But you---you — sllieen. 


lf vour windows «are lighted 


We twill chat a jbit, my 


And you, 


cousin, 
perhaps, will smile on me. 
~-“Translated ‘by (Hulbert Ginscott. 
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The Litt-e Sandman (Author Unknown) ~ 


The flow’rets iall sleen soundly 

Beneath the moon’s \bright ray; 

They nod ‘their heads together 

And dream the night away 

And budding trees iwave to and fro, 

And murmur soft and low 

Sleep on! sleep on, sleep on, my little one! 


And ere the jittle sandman 
Is many steps away, 

“Thy \jpreitty eyes, 
‘Close fast until next day. 


Johannes Brahms 


Now see the little sandman 

Att the ‘windolw show's his head, 

And looks for all good children, 

Who ought to ibe in bed. 

And, as each weary wet he sipies, 

Throws sand into its eyes, 

Sleep on! sieep on, sleep on, my little one! 


my darling, 


But ‘they shall ope’ at morninyg”’s light 
And greet the sunshine bright, 


Sleep on! sleep on, sleep « 


I Pastori (D’Annunzio) = yita 


Septemiber, let us go, 

Tt is time ‘to move on— 

Now in the land of the Albruzzi, 

the shepherds leave ‘the folds. 

and g¢o towards ‘the siea. 

They wander down to ‘the wild Adriatic, 

green as the mountain mastures. 

They have drunk deeply from the 
siprinig'’s, 

That thie taste of native twaters, 

May remain, as a solace in their exiled hearts, 

and, that for a long ‘time, 

it may assuage their thirst along the way. 

They have made new staves. 


mountain 


Angelica (di Giacomo) - 5 E 


Late on Easter night—one o’clock— 

And I had too much to drink. 

Through the side-streets and alleys F 

I was going home. 
Uhi ila! 

Foolish from too much 


la-ra-la-lla!! 
arink!!! 


No one elsie was passing; 
And one allev was Oh! so dark; 
It seemed iike the mouth of a siwolf!! 
Hoo-ray!! 1 must sing! 
Uhi la! ila-ra-la-la!! 
Tt seemed like the mouth of a woilf!!! 


Hel—lo!! A light! That’s her floor! 
A light right there in her window! 

Uhi la! la-ra-la-ila!! 
"Way uv on the top tbalcony! 


Siaav! Can it be ‘that Angeleca 

Te jbieing married That with cakes and wine 

She's making merry right under my nose? 
Uhi la! la-ra-la-la!! 


Aria: “La fleur que tu m’avais jetee”’ from Carmen 
This flow’r you gave, to me, degraded 

Mid »rison walls, I’ve kept the faded. 

Tho withered quite, the tender bloom, 

Doth yet retain its sweet perfume. 


Night and day in Darkness albiding, 
I. the truth, Carmen am confiding, 
Its loved cdor did I inhale 

And wildly called thee without avail. 


nN; 


my little one! 


lidebrando Pizzetti 


They go along the ancient trail to the plain, 
as along a Silent river of grass, 

on the foot-steps of their ancient fathers. 

O voice of him who first knew 

the shimmering light of ‘the seal! 

Now, along the shore, the flock treads its’ way. 


Alll is silent! 

The sun so ‘gilds the Jivie wool; 

that it can iscarcely be distinguished from the 

‘sand. 

The splashinig! 

Tihe treading! 

The soft woices! 

Ah! why am TI not with the shenherds! 
English translation by (Hidward Johnson. 
- ~ - Ildebrando. Pizzetti 

Yow!!!) What do you think you’re doing 


It doesn’t seem ipossiilble! 
And I was so gay and so happy all evening! 
Uhi la! la-ra-la-ila!! 

Tt doesn’t se'em vossible. 
Bah!! To the devil with you, Angeleca! 
What do I care 
And right under my nose— 
Uhi da! la-ra-la-ifa!! 
What do I care — 





“Hey!!! Watchman!!! Excuse me 

Angeleca—— is igetting married?” 

“What's the matter with you? 

Can't you see tthat the door is ajar?” 
Uhi dla! la-ra-la-ila!! 

“Oh, ves! I see,—the door is ajar! 

“Rixcuse me—but—what does that mean 

‘the door ajar?’ 

Tt means that she’s dead—good night! ! ! 
Whi la! la-ra-la-la!! 








Means----that—she’s dead oh! oh! oh! 
And—good night!! 
Translation iby BH. J. 
4 
- = 2 . Georges Bizet 


My. love itself I cursed and hated, 
And moaning, alas! I repeated, 
By what dark law that fatal day, 
Faw I her form cursing my ‘way. 


Then alone myself I detested, 

And naught else this heart interested, 
Naught else it felt fout one desire, 

One sole desine did it retain, 

Carmen, ‘beloved, 'to see thee once again. 


Show (but thivself with lowe’s impression 


One sinighe look, love, 
And of. my 
QO Carmen miine, 

Hiere as thy slave, 
Carmen, I love thee. 


love binds me fast 


upon me cast, 
heart take full 


DOSSess HOw 
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Linden Lea (Barnes) - - - . 


Within the woodlands, flow’ry ‘gladed, 
By the oak trees mossy moot, 

The shining grass blades, timber shaded, 
INow do qauiver under foot; 

And birds do whistile overhead, 

And water's ‘bubbling in its bed; 

And there for me, tthe apple tree 

Do lean down low in Linid@en Lea. 


R. Vaughan Williams 


When leaves, that lately were a-Springing, 
Now do ifade within the comse, 

And »vainted ‘birds do hush ‘their singing, 
Up upon the timiber tops; 

And /brown leaved fruit’s a-turning red, 

In cloudless sunshine overhead, 

With fruit for me, the anple tree 

Do lean down low in Linden Lea. 


Let other folks make money faster, 
In the air of dark-room’d towns; 
‘I don’t dread a veevish master, 
Though no man may heed my frowns 


I be free to igo abroad, 


Or take aigain my homeiward road, 
To where, for me, the apple tree 


Do lean down low in Linden Lea. 


Blue Are Her Eyes (MacMillan) - : 


Blue are her eyes. 

Limpid and iblue, 

Blue as 'the sea; 

Soft is her voice, 

Liquid and soft; . 
Soft as the southwind. at twilight. 


Tally-Ho! (Raydon). i Ss : : 


There's the noise of galloping over the hill, 

And the huntsman’s horn rings merry anid shrill, 
Slee, here they come, with a “View Hallo!” 
Hounds and horses and huntsmen too, 

Galloping, galloping iby. 


The horses trample, the hounds they bay, 
The rider’s coats are scarlet and gay; 
“Ho there, youngster,” the huntsmen cry, 
Say, have you seen ‘the fox je lby?” 
salloping, walloping by. 


May Day Carol (Hssex Folksong) - -. 


The moon shines ‘bright, the stars give a light 
A little before "tis day. 

Our Heavenly Father Hie called to us 

Anid {bid us to wake and mray. 

Awakie, awake, O pretty, pretty maid, 

Out of your drowsy dream, 

And step into your dairy below. 

“And fetch me a fbo'wl of icecream. 


—W. Barnes. 


Wintter Watts 


i) - ~ - 


And the touch of her lips, 
Ah! the touch of her jips, 
Who can teli? 
For the touch of her jivs 
Is the fire of life, 
And the sweetness of death! 
Oh! the sweetness of death! 
—Mary MacMillan. 


: - - - Franco Leoni 


I look as stuvid as I can. be, 

And mever a ‘word do they get from me; 
Until in anger they shake ‘the rein, 

And start the rollinkine hunt again, 
Galloping, galloping ‘by. 


For would I be telling them no, not I, 
That I saw the fox go wearily by, 
Wearily panting, worn and svent, 
Would I ibe telling the way he went, 
Galloping, galloping.—mno, not I 


: P Arr. by Deems Taylor 


If not a ibowl of your sweet cream 

A mug of your jbrown ‘beer, 

For the Lord knows where we shall meet again 
To be maying another year. 

I have ibeen ramilbling all ‘this night, 

And some ‘time of this day, 

And now, rteurning back again, 

I brought you a ‘branch of May. 


A branch of May I brought you here, 


And at your door I stand, 


‘Tis nothinig but a svrout, but well budided out 
By the work of Our Lord’s ‘hand. 

My song is done, and I must lbe gone, 

No longer can T stay. Silo it’s (God ‘bless you all 
Both great and small, and send you a joyful May. 








“COMING ATTRACTIONS 


To be Presented by The Concert Club 


REINALD WERRENRATH 


Famous Baritone, in November 


THAMAR KARSAVINA 


- Russian Dancer, in December 








“Tf it is a Concert Club Attraction it is Worth While’’ 


The Timescmeatajons> Job Print 


0. 
wen 








